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garments, as a final concession to his conscience, he picked
up the reins.
Chandni Chowk was the most fantastic scene I have
witnessed for years. It boasts of a wide thoroughfare, as
Indian bazaars go, but it was so jammed with swarming,
shouting, singing pedestrians that the tonga made its way
through at a snail's pace. And holiday or no holiday, the
completely naked lunatics, the indefatigable snake-charmers,
and the exhibitors of depressed monkeys and -moth-eaten
bears, prowled the streets as usual and were swallowed up
by the surging hordes.
To my astonishment, a familiar voice spoke my name
when we were in the thick of a chanting throng of parti-
coloured madmen. At first I could not see anybody to
whom the voice might have belonged. Indeed, if he had
not reached an arm into the tonga and shaken me by the
elbow, I would never have recognised him. It was a
Brahman friend, of a wealthy and highly-cultured family. He
had studied abroad and was normally to be encountered in
the more exclusive haunts of New Delhi. Yet there he
was, plastered with red from top to toe, capering with the
rest, as far as a fantastic cargo of whisky would permit.
" Whash doinj down here, Dor'thy ? " he called out.
"Go home. Sh'no plashe for you t'day. Tonga-wallah,
you take memsahib back, shee ? "
Before I could reply he disappeared head-first into the
mob, in response to violent tugs on his free arm by his
companions.
" 'Bye. Go home," came his voice faintly as his heels
vanished from sight.
The Indian women were having their share of the fun
too, even though they were not in the packed streets. I
could see them among the brilliantly-dressed groups lining
the flat roofs of the tall buildings, shrieking with laughter
as they helped to pelt the milling mass below with rotten
eggs, shoes, and various other missiles. How the revellers